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The EPHESIAN MATRON, 
A T ALE. 


Imitated from LA FonTAINE, in which his Meafure 
and Manner are attempted, 


By Mr C. DENTS. 


F ever tale was hackt about, 
Grown obfolete, almoft worn out, 
Tis that which now I undertake ; 
Then why, for good APOLLO’s fake, 
Muft we be dinn’d with it again ? 
Th’ attempt’s as foolifh as "tis vain, 
Methinks I hear the critics roar, 
‘To what do you pretend 
Can you fay more 
Than gay Perronius faid before? 
Or dare prefume to mend 
The charming eafy LA FonTAINE? 
Ili make them no reply, 
For there would be no end. 
To ttrike out fomething new L’ll try. 


Vou. I. » For 
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For as my guide and mafter fomewhere writes, 
*Tis not the tale, but how ’tis told, delights. 
At EPHEsUS a matron liv’d, 
Her name we are not told ; 
But if PErrontus is believ’d, 
Dame nature caft her in perfection’s mold. 
Picture each virtue, every grace, 
That can adorn the mind and face, 
And fomething more, as may be gueft, 
‘To make her happy hufband bleft. 
‘The honey-moon, nay moons were o'er, 
And yet with pleafure {till they bore 
Love’s {weet connubial chain ; 
‘That facred, dreaded, neceflary tye, 
Which links mankind to conftant joy, 
Or everlafting pain ; 
In vulgar phrafe as one would tell, 
That marriage is or heay’n or hell, 
> I’was heav’n here, 
And people flock’d from far and near 
To fee a fight fo very rare, 
A hufband and a wife that lov’d fo well. 
But oh! this blifs was foon o’er-caft ; 
For cruel fate with keeneft blaft 
Nipp‘d all their budding Joys. 
The flow’r that blooms at morn, at evening dies, 
So far’d it with our loving pair ; 
Each was the other’s only care. 
This man, adorn’d with graceful eafe, 
So pleafing, and fo fond to pleafe, 
Who doated on his wife to death, 
All on a fudden yields his breath. 
Whether it was by draught or pill, 
The doctor or difeafe, 
Imports us not; he dy’d; and in his will 
Left comfort much: could wealth repair 
The lofs of fpoufe fo very dear ; 
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But all this goodnefs heighten’d more 
Her grief, and wound it to defpair. 
Tho’ many a widow tears her hair, 
And yet abandons not her ftore, 
Wetting each guinea with a tear, 

As prudently the counts them o’er. 


Such fighs fhe fetch’d, fuch trickling drops fhe fhed, 
Might foften rocks, but not recall the dead. 


‘To offer comfort or relief, 

Was like a hone to fharpen orief. 
deauty fhines moft, when fhe appears 
In all the penfive ftate of tears ; 

For forrow loves to make a fhew, ° 


And {weet dejection is the pomp of woe, 


‘Tho’ thofe who talk fo much about it, 

Give reafon for fome folks to doubt it, 

That grief to me feems moft fincere, 

Which only drops a filent tear. 

Our matron’s ran fo very high, 

Twas not enough her lofs to mourn, 

For nothing now will ferve her turn 
But with her dear to die. 

It was refoly’d, and down fhe went 

Beneath the dreary monument. 

Mark what effeéts from cuftom flow ; 

A favourite maid attempts to prove 

The force of fympathifing woe : 

Into the vault fhe too mutt go 


And die for friendfhip, as her dame for love ; 


At leaft fhe fancied fo; 

As often happens in fuch plight, 

Not having yet examin’d quite 
Whether fhe could or no. 

At firft fhe let her lady rave, 

Nor ftrove the torrent to refift ; 

Thinking the flood, or foon or late 
Muft needs of courfe abate: 
But here her aim was mitt, 
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For oh! no comfort will fhe have, 
Only to find out means and ways 
To end her wretched wretched days, 
And join her lord within the grave. 
‘The way was eafy to be found, 


She might have poifon’d, hang’d, or drown'd, 








But that were doing things tn hatte ; 
So it was fixt no food to tafte ; 
She only would regale her ficht 


With the poor fad but dear remains 
o ’ Br 
Of what was once her whole delight, 


Leavine the lamp cso.u'¢ to walte, 





Till friendly hunger en. ord her from her pains, 
The morning pait, the evening came, 
Sull refolution held the fame ; 

Still to the fatal purpofe true, 
She raves‘again, again runs thro’ 
‘Uhe litany of grief. 
“Twas ftars, and fate, and all that ftuff, 
And tears, and fighs, and fobs enough. 
But to be brief, 
She did her part e’en to excell ; 
If true diftrefs can aét fo well. 
Not diftant far from where our mourners wept, 
Another corpfe was kept ; 
But in a different fhape: 
For this was dangling high in air. 
Whether it was fome {tate affair, 
Or only murder, or a rape, 
That brought him there, 
Is not my bufinets to declare. 
In chains he hung, a terror to all thofe 
Who dare the laws oppofe. 
Yet this affords us no relief ; 


For on each road exprerience fhews | 
Such fpectacles may frighten crows, | 


But never fcar’d a thief. 


A guard 
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: A cuard well paid, with watchful eye, 
Was order’d to ftand centry by. 
And “twas enacted by the ftate, 
If friend, or furgeon, or his mate, 
| Should from the tree the body fteal, 
| ‘The foldier’s muft fupply its place. 
The law feems hard, but in this cafe, 
*T was dcem’d of moment to the public weal. 
The man whofe guard it was that night, 
| Perceiving in the tomb a light, 
tiaftes thitherwards, in hopes to know 
The caule of this unufual fight, 
And ventures in the houfe of woe. 
Struck with the melancholy fcene, 
And fearce recov’ring his furprife 
Alas! he cry’d, what can this mean? 
Why flow the tears from thofe bright eyes ? 
And why this ftrange duette of groans? 
But choak’d with grief, they utter’d no reply ; 
He might as weil harangue the ftones. 
The corpfe indeed, that lay juft by 
Spoke plain enough the reafons why 
They vented thus their moans. 
‘The maid turn’d up a weeping eye, 
And faid, but firft fhe drew a figh, 
Oh leave us, fir, to our fad fate, 
For we have made a vow to die, 
, And never, never more mutt drink or eat. 
The guard, tho’ no great clerk, as you fhall fee, 
In Cuptp’s fchool had taken his degree. 
He knew, by nature, more than art, 
The way to gain a woman’s heart ; 
And fhrewdly undertook to prove 
' The fweets of life, by thofe of love. 
I The lady liften’d to the lure, 
And faintly rais’d her drooping head 
Oh no! fhe cry’d, there is no cure 
For me, ti!] number’d with the dead. 
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To whom the foidier thus again, 
‘There is much greater virtue fure, 
And much more merit to endure, 
‘Than put a coward end to pain. 
such reafon ftagger’d their intent, 
Hunger and time, or rather both, 

Bevan to work: on death if you are bent, 

Purfu’d he ftill, and if your oath 
Forbids, alas! that you fhould eat, 
Let me at leat fo far prevail, 

Only to ‘ee me take a meal, 

In fhort, he gain’d his point, and brought his meat. 
The maid firft caft a wifhful look, 

And in her mind the dire refolve forfook. 

Nladam, faid fhe, and then fhe wept 
As if her throbbing heart would buril, 
Pray do you think your fpoufe had kept 
So ftrange a vow, had you died firft ? 

-Not he indeed ; then why fhould you ° 
Tis mighty well, if adian wives, 

kor cultom fake, wil facrifice their lives ; 
But in a chriitian land ’twill never do. 
‘To heaven's decrees refign we muff ; 
Your grief, no doubt, is very jutt, 
For he was wond’rous good ; 

Yet now alas! he is but duff, 
And we are flefh and blood. 

Why will you caft away thofe charms 
Which bounteous nature gave? 

Fitter to blefs a monarch’s arms, 
Than moulder in the grave. 

Miuft all this beauty fade betore its time ? 


—_— 








And will you quit the ftage juft in your prime? 
For my part, tho’ not apt to brag, 
Yet I fome charms may boaft ; 
I'd rather live a wrinkled hag 
Than be the faireft ghoft. 
She faid ; and left him to go on. 
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| 3ut O beware! 
Uncautious fair, 
If to th’ inchanting voice of flatt’ry 
You only lend an ear, 
Depend upon’t, you are undone 
As when attack’d from Cupid’s batt’ry, 
The fort which parleys, is as good as won ; 
No wonder then, befieg’d by both, 
Tho’ to furrender mighty loath, 
She did at laft fubmit. 
| The god who blind, yet never mitft a hit, 
| In that fame moment lanc’d a dart, 
Which feratch’d the dame’s, and pierc’d the fuldier’s 
heart. 
Our matron, as ‘twas faid before, 
Had charms of ev’ry kind in ftore ; 
Such tweetnefs grace and eafe, 
‘The man in life 
Moft difficult to pleafe, 
Might with with her to fpend his days, 
E’en tho’ fhe was his wife. 
Hiftoric truth commands our tale, 
Or here I fain would drop the veil. 
For now her pulfe with new emotion beats, 
| ‘The poifon runs thro’ ev’ry part, 
And from the ear attains the heart. 
She looks, fhe likes, fhe eats, 
And now he clafps her to his breaft —— 
But Love himfelf mutt tell the reit. 
In fhort fhe yields to his embrace, 
And ali before the hufband’s face. 
While thus they toy the night away 
In amorous fport and wanton play, 
Some folks, who long had watch’d, 
| The lucky moment catch’d, 
And ftript the gibbet of its prey. 
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The noife was heard, and to his poft 
With {peed he runs, but oh! too late, 
The thing was done ; he knew his fate; 
But ’twas not that which griev’d him moft : 
It is to part with you, he cry’d, 
My ever charming loving bride. 
Then at my lot fhall I repine, 
Since while I live you ftill are mine ? 
Then fate and fortune I defy ; 
Once more to tafte the rapturous joy, 
{In thofe dear arms careft, 
A thoufand thoufand times Id die 
‘To be again fo bleft. 
The maid who all this while was by, 
Ready to fuccour the diftreft, 
Had an expedient in her eye ; 
For as fhe knew the caufe, 
She knew what balfam to apply : 
And without either hums or haws, 
The lovers thus adrefs’d. 
Why all this fufs, and all this pother ? 
Since your dead man ts ftol’n away, 
Let’s hang up our’s in lieu of t’other. 
He'll dangle ev’ry whit as well ; 
And who fhall find it out, I pray, 
If we ourfelves don’t tell ? 
Say what is your intent? 
‘Time is too precious to be loft : 
Determine quick, or to your coft 
You quickly will repent. 
The widow figh’d, and look’d confen:. 
© woman, woman! frailty, fhame! 
Is virtue then an empty name, 
And conttancy a fhew ? 
But after all, where lics the blame? 
Frown not ye prudes, for well ye know 
You all had done the fame. 


W hat 
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What meant then good PeTRonius by this tale ? 
Methinks, ’mongft friends, the moral is but ftale. 
It might indeed a wonder raife 
In his old fafhion’d fulty days, 
To fee a woman change. 
But had he known our modern ways, 
He ne’er had thought it ftrange. 
Then in all this 
What did our matron do amifs ? 
Nothing : for when our courfe is run, 
What fignifes a lifelefs lump of clay ? 
Whether in parent dirt it rots away, 
Or fhrivels in the fun? 
For me, I think fhe acted right ; 
She fav’d a fecond hufband by’t. 
And all confider’¢, it was wifely faid, 
Better a living cur, than lion dead ! 





SISTER JANE. From La FonTAINE, 


By the Same, 
HEN Sifter JANE 


Her egg had Jain, 

She liv’d a life devout ; 

Still night and day 

Would faft and pray, 
And never once flirr’d out. 

Her fifters all, 

Both great and {mall, 
Took no example by her ; 

But foon and late 

Were at the grate, 
And feldom in the choir. 


Vou. I, Y One 
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One day the mother Abbe/s cry’d, 
By fifter JANE be edyfy’d ; 
Shew me another fuch. 
To which they quick reply’d, 
We all fhall be 
As good as fhe, | 
When we have done as much. | 








j The Author of the Way to keep him, a piece originally 
performed in three Acts, has afiured the reader that he 
took the hint of writing a comedy upon that fubject, 
from a little poem of Swift's; the following tranfla- 
tion of the New School for Women, will perhaps give 
the world a hint whence this reading writer borrowed 
his plot, characters, and fentiment. 


The New SCHOOL for WOMEN, | 
A COMED YY, of three Acts. | 
From the French of Mr. De Motssy. 


Sir GEORGE CARELESS, MELISSA. 
Sir Novetry Fasnion, LAURA. 
JEREMY. PHYLLIS, 


ACT Il. SCENE. L 
An Apartment of ME issa’s, 


JEREMYY. PHYLLIS. 





A JEREMY. 
ND Paylits, abfolutely will not hear me ? 
rPRYALRE® 


No — go along —to your Liferta. 
JEREMY. 
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JEREMY. 
Lord, I have no Lifctta! none but my dear Phyllis, 
whom I love moft fincerely. 
PHYLLIS. 
Yes as your mafter loves my miftrefs. Juft fo, 


isn’t it? 





JEREMY. 

What a comparifon ? You do me great injuftice 
My matter is a fafhionable hufband, who neglects his 
wife for his miftrefs; that is the fimple truth of the 
matter: and | ama tender and refpectful lover, who 
neglect every thing for my dear Pdyllis. 





PH YLULI S&S. 


Yes, to be fure. If I was to liften to you, no doubt 
but you would always be inthe right. Yet would I lay 
a wager you fay juft as much to Li/etta, every time you 
go to her miftrefs along with your perfidious matter. 
However, fir, de aflured I am not your dupe. 

JEREMY. 

There you wrong me again. Sir George pays his 
vifits to the beautiful Leura ; 1, as his confidant, am 
obliged to attend him. He goes firft, I follow. He is 
admitted to the lady; [ detire to know what hour he 
propofes to return at. He tells me. 1 walk haughtily 
acrofs the room, fcarce cafting a fingle look upon Lifetta. 
l run back hither full {peed, to dedicate all the time my 
mafter employs with Laura, to my Phylits. Lreturn to 
fetch him, always later than he has ordered me, yet al- 
ways before he has finished his vifit; for he has never 
done. Then do I with him at the devil, for having 
made me dance attendance for nothing. Now tell 
me, in your own con{cience, do you think I can behave 
myteif better ? 





PHYLLIS, 
To be fure you can. You are fir George’s privy- 
counfellor. You know the uneafinefs his condué gives 
Y 2 my 
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my poor lady. Ought not you to employ all the in- 
fluence which you have over the humour of your mafter, 
to reclaim him, and bring him back to a wife, the moft 
tender and amiable of her fex? Monfter ! 
You act the dire@t contrary part. ——- You applaud the 
inconftancy of your mafter, you afift him in the execu- 
tion of his defigns, and you would have me be in love 
with you. You would make me believe 














JEREMY. 

Softly, foftly, my dear! you really lofe yourfelf in 
difplaying my qualifications. J am but his fervant. I 
have fome influence over his mind, it is true; but can 
that extend fo far as to difpofe of his heart? Do you 
think, in jove affairs, that a fervant can change his 
mafter’s inclinations as he pleafes, and bring them back 
again juft where he likes ? And to whom pray ? to his 
wife! ftuff! mere nonfenfe! my dear, mere nonfenfe ! 


Pu TSA ES 
3ut, at all events, why not make the experiment ? 
JEREMY. 

Becaufe it is a ridiculous enterprize. If the matter 
in queftion were tg provide another new miftrefs for 
him, that I might undertake. He is of an eafy difpo- 
fition, and readily believes me ; but to endeavour to 
make him quit a lady, whom he paffionately loves, that 
he may return to a wife, whom he loves no longer, — 
fye, fye, this is a ftrange way of ordering matters 
indeed, not fit to be mentioned. And | fhould deferve 
to be turned out of doors for a fool, if 1 had the im- 
pertinence to give fuch advice. 

PRYL2E1 

Mighty well, fir! If thefe are things not fit to be 
mentioned, I defire you will trouble me no more with 
your impertinent love. 

JEREMY, 

But why fo, my dear? 

PHYLLIS. 
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PHYLLIS, 
Becaufe I have ordered it fo, that Phyllis fhall 


never be Yeremy’s, if fir George does not return to 
ALel1/ Qe 





JEREM YY. 


A pretty alternative truly ! In the mean timeI am in 
a fweet fituation on one fide ———But yonder’s Meli/fa. 
5y her melancholy air, I fuppofe fhe is coming hither 
to bewail the lofs of her hufband’s heart. ‘This is his 
hour of going out. And fo, you little plague, you, 
whom the devil himfelf infpires to make me the moft 
diftracted of all lovers, good b’ye t’ye! 





PHYLLIS. 
As you like it; but remember ’tis my laft word. 


JEREMY. 


Be it fo 





lll go then and fee what will be mine, 
[Exit Jeremy. 
S C E N E It. 
Extr MELISSA. 


MELISS S A. 
Was not that Feremy I 





Reach me that chair 
faw with you? 
PHYLLIS& 


Yes, madam. 
MELISS A. 


Did he tell you where he was going ? 
PHYLLIS, 
To his mafter, madam, who is juft going out. 
MELISSA. | 
He is going out! then certainly ’tis to Laura. Ah! 
P byllis ! 


PHYLLIS, 











™ 
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PH YLLI S&. 


Ah! madam, why will you give yourfelf this unea- 
finefs for a perfdious hufband, who is not worthy a 
fingle fizh? for | underftand 








MELISSA. 

If you do, grieve for me, but fpare your counfel, for 

I am in no condition to profit by it. 
PH YLLI-s. 

What a ftrange notion! really, madam, your grief 
is unreafonable. Liften to me, and if I don’t work an 
abfolute cure, I will at leaft bring you fome comiort. 

MELISSA. 

Well, een fay what you will. 

PH YLLITI S&S. 

Is it poffible, then, madam, at your age, with all 
the additional graces which your beauty is poifefled of, 
with the knowledge of the world you already have, is 
it pofible that you can fuffer yourfelf to languifh and 
pine to death with grief? for whom? a hufband! 
Indeed, madam, in the age we live in, your condition 
is hardly credible; if one fhould examine it nearer, 
to believe it, one fhould have no fufpicion of your heart, 
but rather of your underftanding: and this weakne(s 
would pafs for a piece of fimplicity fcarce tolerable in 
fuch a fine young lady as you are. 


MELISSA. 
They might take my weaknefs for what they pleafed, 
Phyllis, but I can’t help it ; that’s my excufe. 
PHYLLIS, 
Can’t help it ! rather fay you will not help it— 
You do not try to help it. 





MELIS §&S A. 


What would you have me do? I am tir’d of all the 
world, and all the world is tir’d of me. My griefs are 
the 
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the only things which affect me, and in thofe alone —— 
But fir George will one day perhaps do me juitice. 


PH YLLLII S&. 


Ah, madam! don’t wait for that ; rather from this 
day do him juftice yourfelf. Do all women that are in 
your cale die for grief? If that was the fafhion, Lard, 
what a defolation there would be? what a terrible con- 
fufion would Paris be in, if all the gentlemen hufbands 
who give themfelves airs like your’s, were to make fuch 
moping melancholy creatures of their wives, that they 
fhould refolve immediately to fhut themfelves up from 
the world, as your ladyfhip has done for thefe two 
months? The houfes of the firft fafhion would be 
abandon’d, the fineft city in Europe would become a 
downright defart : but happily they do not all think as 
you. No, no, reafon and good fenfe manage things 
better. 


MEULIS S Ae 


If they lov’d with as much affection as I do, they 
would entertain the fame fentiments, 


PH YLLIJI5&,. 


Once more ! Belicve me, madam, we cannot be very 
fond of a man that is not fond of us. I am far from 
giving you bad advice againit a hufband, who neglects 
you without reafon. But if I was in your place ——»: 


MELISSA, 
Why, what would you do? 


PHYLLIS. 

Certainly every thing that I could, which might pre- 
vent me from perceiving his inconftancy. How do you 
know but that might be a means of reforming him ? 
more than one or two hufbands have been brought 
back to their duty by this method, as common as it is, 
But here comes Sir- Novelty Fafbion; add his advice to 
mine, and you will find that your difeafe is not totally 


incurable. 
MELISSA» 








¥ 
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MeELIS S Ae 


What advantage can I expect from the advice of the 
man in the world I moft defpife ? He is the only caufe 
of all this alteration in my hufband. Before he came 
hither, fir George loved me tenderly, I was happy. 
Sir Novelty is a monfter whom I deteft. 





PH YLLEL iI S&S. 


True, but a monfter of the moft infinuating and 
dangerous kind, 


> & 2B S- Bm 


~~ 


Sir Noverry Fasuion, Mevissa, Poy uis: 


SIR NOVELTY, 

What, always téte @ téte with Phyllis, madam! Is it 
from a perfect hatred of mankind, madam? or are you 
ceeply engaged together on fome inexhauttible fubjedt ? 

? H Y L L I Se 

You are in the right, fir, we were upon your 
panegyric. 

STR NOVELTY 

My panegyric 
to the conference. 


O then I think I may be admitted 
In order to compleat it —fuffer 
me to furnifh you with fome anecdotes of my private 
life, fome particularities in my way of thinking, which 
will give you a better idea of me, than you are as yet 
poflefied of. 








MELISS A. 


I hope, fir, you will not forget, among thofe ex- 
cellent anecdotes, the great pains you have taken to 
eftrange a hufband from me, and make him fly from 


pleafures to pleafures, at the expence of every duty 


which he owes me, 


SIR 





eR 
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SIR NOVELTY. 


Ha! what are we there! what a ftrange opinion 
now muft you have of me? You will never get it out 
of your head, but that I have run away with your 
hufband. But I believe, madam, fir George is fo much 
mafter of himfclf, as to do whatever he thinks proper. 
He is fond of gaiety and pleafure-—— what can be 
more rational ? Is it my fault if you don’t do as much 
on your part; if you take a delight in moping over 
your uneafinefs, which is downright folly and nonfenfe ? 
Indeed, indeed, for a pretty woman, you are the 
ftrangeft dupe to [ don’t know what fentiment, fome low, 
old fafhion’d prejudice, really like nothing at all, 
ves, “Egad, like nothing ia nature ; and which has fuch 
a ftrong hold upon you, that you yourfelf will be like 
nothing in nature, if you don’t take greatcare. Live! 
madam, live! enjoy the happy occafion of liberty which 
your hufband affords you, and then you will become 
like all other amiable ladies, who fhare at leaft one “half 
in the pleafures they give us. 





PHYLULTTMIS. 


Did not I fay fo, madam? Sir Novelty knows what 
be does ; he perverts the hufbands, but it is only for 
the fake of comforting their wives. 


MELISS A. 

After the pernicious counfel you have given fir 
George, fir, I defire no advice from you : and if I con- 
defcend even to fpeak to you, it will be only to load 
you with the bittereft reproaches. 

SIR NOVELTY. 


Reproaches ! Ha! 1 underftand you. You would 
{peak of his attachment to the beautiful Laura. Madam, 
it will be no difficulty to juftify myfelf to your ladyfhip 
in this particular, and when you know how this affair 
has happened I find, I muf, in fpite of my teeth, 

Vou. I. Z explain 
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explain the truth of this bufinefs. That 1 ama man 
of gallantry, muft be confefied , allow that, madam. 
But I fhall tell fome difagreeable truths, which I would 
have eternally hid, left they might fhock your delicacy 
but you will have it The ftory then is this, 








5s ©€c ££ HN E IV. 


Sir Georce Caretress, Menissa, Sir Nove.ty 
Fasuion, PHyLiis, JEREMY. 


SIR GEORGE. 

Ah! what are you there, fir Nove/ty/ I haye been 
waiting tor you this hour. I had almoft refolv’d to go 
without you 





but before [ went, I was willing, 
madam, to enquire after your health. Good-morrow, 
Phyllis. 
MELISS A. 
No, fir George, tis to fir Novelty I owe this vifit, 
twas him you came to look for. Whatever other 


reafons of complaint I may have againft him, here | 
muft confefs an obligation. 
Sirk GEORGE. [72 Sir Novelty.] 
Shall I {ct you Gown any where ? 
te BO V2 & > ®. 
Me, my dear, my chariot’s at the door, and I have 
a thoufand places to call at. 
SIR GEORGE. 
Well, as you will, I too have bufinefs So I 
Jeave you with the lady [Goes out, and returns} A propos, 
[Zo Sir Novelty] you wont fail in the evening ? 





SIR NOVELTY. 
What, fir George ? 
SIR GEORGE. 
Have you forgot already ? Heark’e [To Meliffa] 
With your leave, madam. 


NELISSA, 
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mELIs sa. [While he is whifpering Sir Novelty.] 
What occafion is there, fir George, for all thefe 

little finefles to conceal your route from me? I can but 
too eafily interpret ——— 
SIR GEORG E. 
The whole affuir, madam, was only concerning a 
marty at the opera. 
MELISS A. 
Which is to be follow’d by an entertainment at 
Laura’s. 
SIR GEORG E. 
That ts not yet determin’d, madam. 
StTR NOVELTY, 


No, no. But women always love to let their ima- 
gination wander farther than it fhould do. It is a 
hard piece of work to avoid giving them uneafinefs, 
they are fo ready to create it to themfelves. 


PHYLLIS, 

Sir Novelty does not love that any one fhould in- 
terpret too fhrewdly. | 

| JEREMY, 

Sir Novelty is in the right, ’tis that which raifes all 
the diiturbance in the world ; your fhrewd fufpicions, 
nothing more nor lefs. 

$1 R GEORGE. 


To fhew you, madam, how much you deceive your- 
felf, I'll fup at home this evening, if it will be any 
pleafure to you. 

MELIS8S A. 

You know, fir George, what pleafure that would 
give me; but you are alio well aflured, I defire it no 
fonger than it fhall be reciprocal. 


ro) 
s 4 IR. 
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SIR GEORGE. [Somewhat confus'd.] 


I underftand, madam, all the delicacy of that turn 


of thought, but you are engased to fup abroad 
perhaps, and | fhould but difconcert 








MEELIS S A. 


Yes— fir — difconcert !—not at all —I know the 
price of all your attentions. 


SIR GEoOrR CG E. 


I am expected at my lawyer’s, to finifh an affair 
which concerns you, AZe/iffa. I can neglect nothing 
in which you are at all interefled. If I leave you, tis 
to ferve you; at this time fure | am excufable. 

SIR NOVELTY. [Ciafping Sir George on the fhoulder.] 

Upon my foul, madam, fome trifles apart, you muft 
allow fir George to be the very beit hutband in all the 
worid, . 

;ia o£ @ kh G+, 

itake my leave; and madam, if contrary to my in- 
clination, [am the caufe of any uneafinels to you, do 
me the juflice however to believe, that I am always 
your very fincere friend. Spare nothing for your enter- 
tainment; vou know that ‘tis my intention Sir 
Novelty, remember the cvening. “‘feremy follow me. 





Ss ££ 2& NE V, 
MeLissa, Sir NovELTY Fasnion, PHYLLIs. 


PH YLLI S&. 

Bon Voyagio— [To Melifla.] This is all you are 
likely to have till to-morrow morning. He has however 
performed fomething extraordinary to-day. *Tis a long 
time fince he has faid fo much to you. 

MELISS A. 

Well, fir, don’t you think you have Jaid me under 
an unfpeakable obligation, in having thrown my 

hufband 
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hufband into this train of difipation, which makes him 
live for every other perfon rather than me? 


8 IR NOVELT Y. 


Pray madam, not fo faft, let us return to the ftory I 
was going to tell you, and you will foon fee whether ’tis 
on me or on him that you fhould faften your attack. 


MELIS 8 Ae 
Well, fir, pray proceed. 
SIR NOVELTY, 
Excufe me, madam, if I mention fome things which 
may difpleafe. 
MELISSA 


No matter New, fir, tell me, who is this Laura? 


you know her. 





SIR NOVELTY, 
Know her! Oh yes, madam, intimately. 


MEULIS § A, 


I believe it. Well. 


SIR NOVELTY, 

Well, madam, Lau?a is a perfon whom the elegance 
of figure, fprightlinefs of wit, and variety of talents, 
have placed in that rank of the world, which, tho’ 
not abfolutely her title, can never be refufed her. A 
noblenefs of nature, an eafy politenefs, a decency of 
behaviour ; thefe, madam, fet her on an equality with 
ladies of the firft fafhion, and bring down on their 
knees before her all the modbleffe both of town and 
country. 

MELISSA, 


Softly, fir, I befeech you. Admire your Laura as 
much as you pleafe, but let it not be at the expence of 
ladies, whofe fituation in life fets them greatly above 
{uch a parallel. aura is amiable, has fine talents, 
ailow it. But Laura is now young, miftrefs of an 
elegant houle, lives at large expence, fees only men of 


the 








* 
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the firft fortune and the firft rank, 1s — not marry’d. — 
You know better than | what that means. 


SIR NOVEULT Y,. 


I know as well as you do, that very innocent con- 
nexions are often mifinterpreted, and that is the very thing 
has happened now, by a ftrange prefuppofed opinion — 

MELISS A. 

Another triflng prejudice perhaps 

entreat you 





prove that, | 





SIR MOVELTY 


Nothing in nature more eafy. 


PH YULUtLI & 


Courage, fir, courage, make out this veftal to us ; 
a veftal of your making muft be a pleafant character. 


SIR NOVELTY. 

I don’t know, Phyllis, but at leaft fhe’ll never believe 
the ill which fhe don’t fee. [To Meliffa.] To fatisfy you, 
madam, letus proceed. What do you object to Laura ? 
She is amiable, you fay, is not that her happinefs ? 
And can you, madam, reckon that quality a fault in 
her, which you yourfelf are fo eminently poflefled of ? 


MELISS § A 


I thank you, fir, for your gallantry, but I beg no 
comparifon. 


Stir WOVELT Ye 


she has fine talents, true, but they are not debafed 
by an improper ufe of them. It is for the happinefs of 
thofe that know her, that with her; Art has learnt 
to fet off nature. Laura is young: a great fault I 
own, but the only one women will pardon, becaufe 
they know ’tis of fhort duration. Laura lives at large 
expence, and keeps a noble houfe. True, but then fhe 
is rich, and her riches are not the fruit of difhonour. 
A very 
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A very wealthy old batchelor, who was upon the point 
of marrying her, died without relations, and left his 
miftrefs all the eftate, which but eight hours later he 
nad left his wife. How long is it fince Love has been 
forbid to be as generous as Hymen? Laura fees only 
men of the firft fortune and firft rank. Without doubt 
‘tis with fuch fhe can place her fine qualities in the beft 
light. She is indeed a finifh’d pi€ture that deferves the 
attention of connoiffeurs. And laftly, fhe is not mar- 
ried ; what a check do you put upon happinefs, if 
you cannot honourably enjoy fome years of your life 
without the lois of your liberty ? 
MELISSA, 

You have indeed juftify’d her in general, but I return 
to what aifects me in particular. How will you juftify 
her in her connection with fir George for thefe two 
months paft, infomuch that he exifts only for her? If 
fhe pretends to the efteem of fir Gesrge, can fhe have 
any pretenfion to his wife’s too? 


PHYLLIS. 


Oh, no doubt, that gives her a great deal of dif- 
turbance. 

SIR NOVELTY. 

Now, madam, we are come to the critical point of 
what | had to difclofe ; and you will yourielf do Laura 
juftice, when you know that, which for your own 
quiet fake, you ought not to afk. 
| MELISSA. 

This is but a way to make me the more folicitous te 
enquire. 

SIR NOVELTY, 

Well then, madam, to prepare you. Know that 
Laura has neither the refinement of coquetry, nor the 
artifices of infidelity, nor the blacknefs of perfidy. 
Liberty, love, and philofophy, with her go hand in 
hand, She has a noble mind, yet full of fenfbility, 

which 
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which enters with decency and moderation into ali 
the vivacity of tafte, and which knows how to join the 
dignity of the moft exalted fentiments, to an appearance 
perfectly ealy and gallant. 

MELISSA. 


You have drawn me a being of reafon, inftead of a 


portrait of any real refemblance; but I could wih it 
were fo Where does this lead ? 





SIR NOVELT Y. 


To perfuade you that Laura is incapable of forming 
any connection swith one, who fhe knows has already 
formed any elfewhere. 

MELISS A. 

What! would you perfuade me that fhe is ignorant 
of fir George’s being married ? 

SIR NOVELTY. 

Yes, madam, fhe is ignorant of it; and I[ dare 
engage, as foon as fhe fhall know it, you will no 
tonger have any caufe of complaint. 

MELISS A. 


Not know that he is married ? could fir George then 
have the weaknefs 





SIR NOVEL T Y. 


1 2am in fome meafure the caufe: obferve how it 
happened. I was at the opera, in Laura’s box; fir 
George, who only knew hex by fight, join’d us, ftay’d 
iome few moments, too long indeed, fince he defired the 
favour cf me to introduce him to Laura the next 
morning. IL lov’d Laura, I fatter’d myfelf not unfuc- 
cefsfully. But I could not, confiftent with friendfhip, 
refufe fir George a favour, the “confequences of which 
1 did not then forefee. I did more, |! even ferv'd him 
acainft myfelf, in advifing him to pafs tor a batchelor 
before Laura. Sir Georee comply’d, contrary to his 

Own 
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own inclination. I owe him that juftice, and that 
Fatal vifit, began only from curiofity, produc’d two 
mifchiefs at once, in alluring the heart of your hufband 
from you, madam, and Laura’s: from me. When 
my complaifance for my friend has caus’d your unea- 
finefs, judge if I have not reafon to complain. I, who 
defir’d only to give you proofs of the moft refpectful and 
tendereft efteem, I, who would, at the expence of my 
life [She rifes.] But now, madam, tho’ I am the 
moft culpable, yet as our griefs are equal, we fhould 
mutually agree in our endeavours to allay them. 








MELISSA. 
And how pray, fir? 
SIR NOVELT ¥Y. 
Do you do me juftice for an unconftant miftrefs, and 
I will do you juftice for a perfidious hufband, who has 
at once betray’d the bonds of marriage, love and 
friendfhip. 
MELISSA. 
~ You take my caufe too much to heart, fir; I thank 
you for your confidence in the relation of Laura’s ftory. 
I will not abufe it either to my hufband or her ; but I 
take the charge of remedying my grief on myfelf 
alone. 
SIR NOVELTY. 
How, madam, when every thing authorifes us to 
inake mutual complaint ! : 


MELISS A. 


Once more, fir, our interefts are fo oppofite in this 
affair, that I beg very ferioufly you will trouble me no 
more. Leave the care of my confolation to myfelf, and 
provide for your own elfewhere. 


SIR NOVELT Y. 


Well, madam, I leave you then, notwithftanding the 
part I take in it, in the fame cruel {ftate. But for 


Vor, I. Aa heaven’s 
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heaven’s fake, think on the fituation both our hearts are 
in, and you will find, perhaps, they are in fuch a cafe, 
as permits them neither to defpair nor fear. Adieu. 
(Afide.) | have norefource left but in the entertainment 
I have prepar’d for her here ; that may perhaps amufe 
her; 1 will fpare nothing to make it agreeable. 


[ Exit Sir Novelty. 


> © 2B HN. Ez. VI. 
Me tissa, PHYLLIs. 


PHYLLIS, 
Now, madam, your ladyfhip has a fine opportunity 
to take your revenge. 
MELISSA, 
D’ye really think fo, Phyllis ? 
PHYULIS. 

Yes, madam, I do think fo; but I am fure your 
Jadyfhip has not refolution enough to put it in practice, 
I know you too well to doubt of that. But if fir 
Novelty can make no impreffion on your heart, he has 
at leaft opened a method which your wit may turn 
greatly to your own advantage againft fir George’s 
perfidy. 

MELISSA. 

What méthod, Phyllis ? 

PHYLLIS, 

Did not you obferve he told you, that your hufband 
was introduced to Laura as a batchelor, and that, if 
Laura knew 





MELISS A. 

Yes, Phyliss, that did not efcape me; but I fhall be 
aware of that refource. I fhall only alienate fir George 
from Laura, without bringing him back to me. He 
will revenge himfelf by addrefling fome other woman, 

and 





Pity 
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and I fhall have the additional mortification of having 
deferved his hatred, in appearing to him one of thofe 
women, whofe mifguided jealoufy has more pleafure in 
rendering their hufbands publicly odious, than in re- 
calling them to their duty, by their own particular at- 
tention. 

PHYLLIS, 

That’s charmingly faid, upon my word, madam 5 
but ’tis with a!l thefe cautions that a poos wife weeps 
in fecret, and languifhes to death in melancholy, for an 
ungrateful hufband, who cares for nothing. In fhort, 
madam, ’tis your own bufinefs—be unhappy, fince ’tis 
your refolution. 

MELISS A. 


No, Phyllis, ’tis tendernefs more than refentment 
infpires me with a method of reclaiming fir George. 
I'll go fee Laura; 1 fhall find, perhaps, fome truth in 
the portrait which fir Novelty has drawn to fo great ad- 
vantage ; and provided fhe has any of thofe good quali- 
lities in her mind, he has fo liberally beftowed upon her, 
1 will, without letting her know either whol am, or 
what intereft engages me, confult her in what manner 
I ought to act. Thofe agreeable women are better ac- 
quainted with the hearts of men than we are; the man- 
ner in which they fubdue them is a proof. Perhaps, 
fhe may give me advice, from which I may draw fome 
pront. 


PHYLLIS, 


Ah, madam, that’s going to call for help at the gates 
of the enemy. I dare fay Laura, not knowing who 
you are, will not truft you in that way, but will cer- 
tainly be for applying a remedy you will never ufe. 


MELISS A. 


No matter. I have a mind to fee how thofe agree- 
able women make themfelves fo powerful, and their vo- 
taries fo conftant. 


Aa2 SCENE 
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5S C E N E VII. 


Enter JEREMY. 


MELISSA. 
Oh, ‘feremy, come hither—Where’s your mafter ?—~ 
But fpeak truth. 


JEREMY, 


My matter, madam—he’s at your lawyer’s—won’t be 
back thefe two hours. 


MELISSA. 
Then you're fure he’s not at Laura’s? 
JEREMY. 
No, ’pon honour, madam, he is not to be there ti!! 
his ufual time, fix o’clock. 
MELISS A. 
This is the moft lucky opportunity, Phyllis. ll about 
my project immediately. 
PHYLLIS, 
I with you fuccefs, madam ; but ’tis a very fingulas 
one. 
JEREMY. 
May I know it? 
PH YLLI S&. 
Peace. 


JEREMY. 
J am inftructed, 


Enp of ACT the Firsr. 
[To be continued. | 


Mr. 
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Mr, POPE. ToLord OXFORD, 


My Lorp, Sept. 22, 1732, 


T was a grief to me not to be able to {natch one 

day more to be happy with you before you left the 
town; and it added to the vexation, when I found 
myfelf, within a week after, obliged to do that for bufi- 
nefs, which I could not for pleafure ; for | was kept 
four days there, mu/ta gemens! 1 am extremely fenfible, 
my lord, of the many and great diftinctions you have 
fhewn me, the original of all which, I attributed to 
your piety to your father, for whom my refpect was toa 
fincere to be exprefled in poetry: and if, from the con- 
tinuance of your good opinion, | may derive fome ima- 
gination, that you thought me not a worfe man than a 
poet; it is a greater obligation to me perfonally, than 
even the other. | hope my having taken an opportunity, 
the only way my poor abilities can, of telling all men 
J no lefs efteem and Jove the fon, will not be ungrateful 
to you, or quite difpleafing. If any objection to the 
manner of it occurs to your lordfhip, 1 depend upon 
you, both as a friend and a judge, to tell me fo, 
Otherwife I will interpret your filence as a confent ta 
let me acquaint every body that Iam, what I truly fee} 
myfelf, 

ty Lord, 
Your very affeCtionate, 


And ever oblig’d humble fervant, 
A. POPE, 


P.S. My lady and lady Margaret don’t know how 
much I am their’s, unlefs your lordfhip will tell them 
you believe it of me, and my poor old woman * heartily 
(tho’ feebly) expreffes her fervice to you all. 





——r co 


* His mother. 
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BUXTON VERSES. To MYRA, 


HEN Myra on the margin {tood 
Where other nymphs fecurely play’d, 
Struck with the horrors of the flood, 
S : bhi ’ ez d ? : y 3 } ‘ ad , o. 
trange tremblings feiz’d the modeit charming maid, 


Still more difmay’d, and more fhe feems, 
When, led by fuch unufual charms, 

Forth came the Natap of the ftreams, 
And clafp’d th’ affrighted favourite in her arms, 


Fondly fhe gaz’d upon the fair, 
And gently bad her ceafe to weep ; 
Difpell’d each gloomy horrid fear, 
Then both together plung’d into the deep. 


The tepid ftream, of her poffeft, 
With more than ufual virtue flows ; 

"Vill with new health, new beauty bleft, 
Forth from the bath the Buxton Venus rete, 


‘The drops, as on a couch fhe lay, 
Down from her beauteous temples ran ; 
The Naiad kifs’d them thrice away, 
LK mbrac'd the lovely nymph, and thus began : 


“ Learn, AZira, from this vifit learn, 
‘© Oh nymph, moft virtuous as moft fair ; 

*¢ ‘Tho’ fome few ills you chance to mourn, 
*¢ Merit, like your’s, is heaven’s peculiar care. 


«¢ Oh may you ne’er a forrow know 
«© More keen than from this gentle wave ; 
¢¢ But truft me, come what will of woe, 
€© Some guardian power will fly like me to fave. 
“ When 
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¢¢ When Hymeneal rites invite, 
<s Some prudent fears perhaps may prefs, 

‘© The god his brighteft torch fhall light, 
‘© And lead the way to perfect happinets. 


‘¢ For who fo favage can be found 
«© Unmov’d, that cou’d behold your care ; 

<¢ Oh! who cou’d bear with grief to wound 
<< A mind fo gentle, and a form fo fair? 


“© What tho’ too oft maternal woe 
<¢ Jn that foit breaft muft find a place, 

<¢ Some hand unfeen wiil ward the blow, 
<¢ And guard from ills the little pratling race. 


<¢ Fe’en when the hand of fate is near, 
«¢ And all that beauty needs mutt die, 

«¢ Then will a heav’nly hott appear, 
«¢ And waft your fpirit to its native fky.” 


‘¢ There will it find the fweeteft reft, 
‘ Free from thofe ills which once it fear’d ; 
** Compleatly, ard for ever bleft.” 
She fpake, then headlong plung’d, and difappear’d, 








PR OL O G U E. 


At the Opening of the Seafon at BUXTON, in 175g, 
Spoken by Mr. M—— Rr, the Chapldin. 


O war with ev'ry pale, acute difeafe, 
To give diftrefs’d, afflicted nature eafe, 
For this our Buxton {treams were taught to flow, 
Health to the limbs, and balm to ev’ry woe, 
Well 
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Well may that fage’s genius be our theme, 

Who firft difclos’d the virtues of the ftream: 

But oh! more blefs’d, more honour’d be that hand, 
At whofe all-good, all-merciful command, 

Pleas’d the indulgent order to obey, 

Thro’ various rocks, the water found a way : 

Oh! may each fon of ficknefs, as they raife, 

The healthful draught, the God that gave it, praife. 


How have | feen th’ afflicted cripple wait, 

For kind affiftance at th’ accuftom’d gate, 
Impatient, till the hand of pity fhow 
Vhe fpring, where f{treams of health for ever flow ; 
Charm’d with the fight, he rais’d his drooping head, 
And for a time at leaft, his forrows fled : 
He tafted, and | faw with glad furprize, 
New health, new vigour, fparkling in his eyes ; 
But when amidft the ftreams he dar’d to range, 
Oh! heavens, how quick, how wonderful the change! 
We heard him, e’er two moons were worn away, 
Laugh with the young, and frolick with the gay. 
No pangs «fflict him, and no cares annoy, 
Grateful he prais’d his God, and leap’d for joy : 
So when Eli/ha, by divine command, 
Bad Naaman depart to “Fordan’s land, 
Convine’d by mighty wonders he had feen, 
The leper went, he wafh’d, and he was clean. 


Nor think alone corporeal health to find, 
This place contains a med’cine for the mind ; 
Soon may the curious eye of reafon fee, 
In Buxton, the great world’s epitome ; 
‘The wife may learn, from crowds that vifit here, 
What moft men are, from what they would appear 5 
Who can continue on from day to day 
See all his friends pafs one by one away, 
And not a ferious, folemn truth apply, 
And learn both how to live, and how to die? ‘i 
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OF every choiceit blefling thus poffeft, 
Who will not dare to prophefy the reft ? 
What may not Britain’s fons expect to fee, 
When patroniz’d, great Devonjhire, by thee ? 
Perhaps, where now yon hills affail the fkies, 
New towns and loftier palaces may rife ; 
Perhaps frefh ftreams falubrious may be found, 
And other baths thy honour’d name refound, 
Springs rife in fprings, as in a general flood, 
A copious, lafting, univerfal good : 
Nations unborn be taught to praife their name, 
And Bath, and Brifiol, yield to Buxton’s fame. 


Wi 





The following letter, written by a lady to her very 
young correfpondent, has in it that particular eafe, 
which diftinguifhes the epiftolary ftile of the female 
world, from that clumfy affectation of wit, fo vilible 
among the letter-writers of our fex. ‘Trrifling as the 


fubject may appear, the manner cannot fail of giving 
entertainment. 


Dear HEBE, 


HAVE been fo accuftomed to your mamma’s 

Jazinefs, and her extreme eafe about breaking a 
promife, where fhe thinks there is no fin in the matter, 
that | was very little furprifed at her not writing ; but 
I know not how to account for you, whom I expected 
to be more punctual. Has London fuch charms, as to 
make you forget Thifbe, lo, Primrose, &c? 1 will not 
believe it; and as it is the firft faule I can charge you 
with, I fhall pafs it over with great indulgence, and 


proceed to acquaint you with fome particulars of your 
above-named friends in the country. 


Vou. I, Bb Thifbe 
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Thifbe, for the firft week, was not to be comforted ; 
fhe took pofleflion of your chamber, where fhe indulged 
a kind of fuilen grief, and could be prevailed with to 
touch nothing but a littl warm milk, prepared by 
Betfy. The following week fhe gave birth to three 
fons and a daughter, of whom the was fo exceflively 
fond, that I have reafon to think your abfence never 
occurred to her; but alas ! fhe has been already deprived 
of her fons; Polly, having the good of her country at 
heart (and from whofe decree T/i/be could not appeal) 
thought proper to fend them all to fea, leaving it entirely 
to thcir own choice what voyage to take, and what 
courfe to fteer -—— Whether they will be the better for 
the Spani/h war, time can only difcover. 7b’s care is 
now confin’d to her daughter, with whom fhe pafles 
her whole time; and of fo little importance is fhe in 
this vulgar neighbourhood, that I am the only perfon 
who has vifited her on this occafton. 

As for lo and Primrojc, if they are under any con- 
cern for their abfent millrefs, they are prucent enough 
to hide it; to me they feem to enjoy the green paftures 
with the one excelling pleafure; but of all your 
favourites, none is in deeper diftre{s, or has your me- 
mory more at heart, than poor Bcb. Red-breafi ; I was 
yefterday in the grove that hangs over C—rt-H. 
and among a variety of exquifite mulicians, | a 
obferve Robin at fome difte ince, exprefs himfelf 
follows, 





on 
“ue 


Ye birds, who chearful on the fpray, 
Your wanton airs prolong, 

No more fha!l Rodin join the lay, 
Nor add his artlefs fong. 


Diftinguifh’d lately o’er thefe plains 
As Hepe’s fav’rite bird, 

When fhe to all your boafted ftrains 
My fimpler notes preferr’d. 
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Of all the feather’d race I thought 
Not one fo bleft as I, 

J envy’d not the blackbird’s note, 
Nor lark that foars fo high, 


When winter o’er the barren land 
His hoary form had fpread, 
Securely from her bounteous hand 


Each happy day I fed. 


That this was once my glorious lot, 
Now fills me with defpair ; 

For gentle Henge has forgot 
Her little penfioner, 


In vain I feck her in the glade, 
Or to the grove repair, 

I haunt the bowers wuod-bine fhade, 
But find no Heve there. 


Ah me! in other vales fhe ftrays, 
Where, in her lift?ning ear, — 
Some happier Robin pours his lays, 

And I am all defpair. 


You fee, my dear, Robin is but a very indifferent 
poet, which you mult overlook in fo fimple a bird, 
and confider only his gratitude. He bas not been feen 
at your window at all, which Pod/y foolithly thinks is 
owing to the fine weather, but it is plain he difdains to 
feed from any hand but HEBe’s. | 

if you wauld know any thing of my family, Rofe-bud, 
Io, Columbine, Tulip, and the reft, are all well; and if 
they knew of my writing to you, I believe they would 
beg to be remembered. My little garden makes a fine 
appearance, but you never faw any thing fo improved 
as the fweet-briar upon Bells grave, of ever gentle 
memory; and really the fields about C-——-t H——y 

Bb 2 with 
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with the efpaliers, and flowers in the garden, flourifh 
as gaily, and breathe the fame perfume, ‘as if you were 
at home, which | think a great pity, for now 





— — They blufh unfeen, 
And waftte their fweetnefs in the defart air. 





When you are at AF e, at Vauxhail, at the play, 
every where, even at prayers, remember 


Your affeCtionate 


PASTORA. 





To the Eprror of the St. TAMES’s MAGAZINE. 


Op FRIEND, 


1V E me leave to congratulate your readers on 

the improvement which you made in your laft 
Magazine, in not retailing ftale paragraphs of news, 
but fupplying their place with original matter; though 
by fo doing, you impofed upon yourfelf a further tafk 
of providing materials for another half fheet. I am 
fenfible of the difficulty you muft naturally lie under, 
in being obliged to furnifh fuch a quantity of copy for 
the printer every month: it is therefore incumbent on 
your friends and well-wifhers, to eafe you in fome 
meafure of the burthen. One part of your plan, indeed, 
is admirably calculated for this purpofe, and might prove 
a great faving to you, if properly attended to. Though 
we cannot all of us be writers, we may yet contribute 
greatly to the fuccefs as well as merit of your un- 
dertaking, by communicating fuch originals, as muft 
raife attention from the very names of their authors. 
Many 
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Many fuch are undoubtedly preferved in the private 
cabinets of the curious, and in the public libraries and 
repofitories. For my own part, I cannot approve the 
felfifhnefs of hoarding up a treafure, which would lofe 
nothing of its value by being fpread abroad ; nor can | 
conceive, that my own fatisfaction would be a whit 
leffened, though ten thoufand others were permitted to 
enjoy the fame. 

for thefe reafons, 1 have herewith fent you two very 
valuable curiofities ; and | hope that my example will 
be followed by thofe, who happen to be poflefled of 
any relicts (never before printed) of our moft famous 
writers. The political principles of Mr. DrypEny, 
in the latter part of his life, are fufficiently known. 
His zeal for the caufe of James the fecond, tranfported 
him fo far, as even to induce him to turn apoftate from 
his religion. His ABsAEOM and ACHITOPHEL, 
Annus Miraesitis, the MEDAL, and other poems 
of the fame nature, were avowedly written in fupport 


and defence of this monarch. Upon the revolution, 


we may naturally fuppofe it became unfafe for Mr. 
DryDEN to vent his exceptionable writings publicly; 
but he was encouraged by the friends to the STUART 
family, to level his fatires againft the revolutionifts, 
which, though they could not appear in print, were 
handed about privately in manufcript. I am well in- 
formed that endeavours were ufed to get them printed 
in Hottanpd; but the natural influence of king 
Wi tam was fo great in that country, that no Dutch 
printer could be prevailed on to ufher them into the 
world. T'wo of thefe manufcripts were preferved in a 
family, that had been remarkably attached to the 
STUART line. You will therefore excufe my not being 
more particular, though your readers need not doubt 
of the authenticity of them. Indeed the argument, 
the ftyle, the negligence of meafure, as well as the 
ftrength and boldnefs of the fentiment and expreffion 
throughout, are fo many intemal proofs that they muft 

be 
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be the compofition of DrypEn, and DRYDEN only, 
Any one acquainted with the hiftory of thofe times, 
will eafily fee the force of the fatire, and difcover the 
characters at which it is levelled. 


Jam Your’s very heartily, &c. 


b. T: 


TULLIUS and TARQUIN. 
By Mr. DRYDEN. 


N times when princes cancell’d nature’s law, 

And declarations which themfelves did draw ; 
When children us’d their parents to dethrone, 
And gnaw their way, like vipers, to the crown ; 
Tarquin *, afavage, proud, ambitious prince, 
Prompt to expel, yet thoughtlefs of defence, 
The envied fcepter did from Tullius + {natch, 
The Roman king, his father by the match. 
Xe ER ER RH KK KR KE KK EH * 
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A fanétuary was open’d in his court, 

Where glad offenders fafely might refort. 

Great was the crowd, and wondrous the fuccefs, 
For thofe were fruitful times of wickednefs : 
And all, that were obnoxious to the laws, 
Flock’d to prince Tarquin, and embrac’d his caufe. 
*Monoft thefe a pagan prieft ¢ for refuge fled ; 

A prophet deep in godly faction read ; 

A fycophant, that knew the modifh way 

To cant and plot, to flatter and betray, 

To whine and fin, to fcribble and recant, 

A fhamelefs author, and a luftful faint. 


To form his party, hiftories report, ! 


To 





* King William. t James Il, { Bifhop Burxet. 
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To ferve all times he cou’d diftru€tions coin, 

And with great eafe flat contradictions join: 

A traitor now, once loyal in extreme, 

And then obedience was his only theme: 

He {ung in temples the moft paffive lays, 

And wearied monarchs with repeated praile ; 

But manag’d aukwardly that lawful part; 

‘Vo vent foul lyes and treafon was his art, t 

And pointed libels at crown’d heads to dart. 

This prieft, and others learned to defame, 

Firft murder injur’d Tullius in his name ; 

With blackeft calumnies their fov’reign load, 

A poifon’d brother, and dark league abroad ; 

A fon unjuftly top’d upon the throne, 

Which yet was prov’d undoubtedly his own ; 

Tho’, as the law was there, ’twas his behoof, 

Who difpoflefs’d the heir, to bring the proof. 

This hellifh charge they back’d with difmal frights, 

The lofs of property and facred rights, 

And freedom, words which all falfe patriots ufe, 

As fureft nares the Romans to abufe. 

Jealous of kings, and always malecontent, 

Forward in change, yet certain to repent. 

Whilft thus the plotters needlefs fears create, 

Turquiu with open force invades the ftate. 

Lewd nobles join him with their feeble might, 

And atheift fools for dear religion fight. 

The priefts their boafted principles difown, 

And level their harangues againft the throne. 

Vain promifes the people’s minds allure, 

Slight were their ills, but defperate the cure, 

*Tis hard for kings to fteer an equal courfe, 

And they who banifh one, oft gain a worfe, 

Thofe heav’nly bodies we admire above, 

Do e’vry day irregularly move ; 

Yet Tullius, tis decreed, muft lofe the crown, 

For faults, that were his council’s, not his own. 
He 








oS Ee ooo er ES ce 
- ss — oo Hs, BES 5, thes gm 

















192 The S&. JAMES’s MAGAZINE 
He now in vain commands ev’n thofe he pay’d, 
By darling troops deferted and betray’d, 
By creatures which his generous warmth had made. J 
Of thefe a captain * of the guards was worft, 
Whofe memory to this day ftands accurft. 
‘This rogue, advance’d to military truft 
By his own whoredom, and his fifter’s Juft, 
Forfock his mafter, after dreadful vows, 
And plotted to betray him to his foes ; 
The kindeft mafter to the vileft flave, 
As free to give, as he was {ure to crave. 

lis haughty female, who, as books declare, 
Wid always tofs wide noftrils in the air, 
Was to the younger Tudlia + governefs, 
And did attend her, when, in borrow’d drefs, _ 
She fled by night from Tudius in diftrefs, 
This wretch, by letters, did invite her foes, 
And us’d all arts her father to depofe : 
A father, always generoufly bent, 
So kind, that e’en her wifhes he’d prevent. 
“twas now high time for Tuddus to retreat, 
When e’en his daughter haften’d his defeat ; 
When faith and duty vanifh’d, and. no more 
‘The name of father, and of king he bore : 
A king, whofe right his foes cou’d ne’er difpute 5 
So mild, that mercy was his attribute ; 
Affable, kind, and eafy of accefs ; 
owift to relieve, unwilling to opprefs ; 
Rich without taxes, yet in payment juft ; 
So honeft, that he harely could diftrutt ; 
His active foul from labours ne’er did ceafe, 
Valiant in war, and vigilant in peace ; 
Studious with traffick to enrich the Jand ; 
Strong to protect, and fkilful to command ; 

Liberal 
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* Foon Churchill, atverwards the great duke of Marlbcraugh, 
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Liberal and {plendid, yet without excefs ; 
Prone to relieve, unwilling to diftrefs ; 

In fum, how godlike muft his nature be, 
Whofe only fault was too much piety ! 

This king remov’d, th’ aflembled ftates thought fit 
That Zarguin in the vacant throne fhould fit; 
Voted him regent in their fenate houfe, 

And with an empty name endow’d his fpoufe, 
The elder Talia *, vweho, fome authors feign, 
Drove o’er her father’s corpfe a rumbling wain+ 
But fhe more guilty numerous wains did drive 
To crufh her father and her king alive ; 

And in remembrance of his haften’d fall, 
Refolv’d to inftitute a weekly ball. 

The jolly glutton grew in bulk and chin, 
Feafted on rapine, and enjoy’d her fin; 

With luxury fhe did weak reafon force, 
Debauch’d good-nature, and cram’d down remorfe ; 
Yet when fhe drank cold tea in liberal fups, 
The fobbing dame was maudling in her cups. 
But brutal Targuin never did relent, 

‘Too hard to melt, too wicked to repent ; 
Cruel tn deeds, more mercilefs in will, 

And bleft with natural delight in il. 

From a wife guardian he receiv’d his doom 

‘To walk the change, and not to govern Rome. 
He {wore his native honour te difgwn, 

And did by perjury afcend the throne. 

Oh ! had that oath his {welling pride repreft, 
Rome had been then with peace and plenty bieft. 
But Targuin, guided by deftructive fate, 

The country wafted, and embroil’d the ftate, 
Tranfported to their foes the Roman pelf, 

And by their ruin hop’d to fave himfelf. 





oo comcialiare 
* Queen Mary. 
Vor. I. Ce 
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Innumerable woes opprefs’d the land, 

When it fubmitted to his curs’d command. 

So juft was heaven, that ’twas hard to tell, 
Whether its guilt or loffes did excell. 

Men that renounc’d their God for deareft trade, 
Were then the guardians of religion made. 


Outlaws return’d, preferment to obtain, 
With frogs, and toads, and all their croaking train. 
No native knew their features in their birth, 
‘They feem’d the greafy offspring of the earth. 
‘The trade was funk, the fleet and army {pent ; 
Devouring taxes fwallow’d lefler rent ; 

‘L’axes impos’d by no authority ; 

Each lewd colle&tion was a robbery. 

Bold felf-erecting men did ftatutes draw, 
Skill’d to eftablith villainy by law ; 

Tyrannic drivers, whofe unjuft careers 
Produc’d new ills exceeding former fears. 

Yet authors here except a faithful band, 
Which the prevailing faction did withitand ; 
And fome, who bravely ftood in the defence 
Of baffled juftice and their exil’d prince. 
Thefe fhine to after-times, each facred name. 
1s ftill recorded in the rolls of fame. 


Rebels were fainted, foreigners did reign, 





SUUM CUIQUE 


“~~ 


By Mr. DryDEN. 


HE N lawiefs men their neighbours difpoflefs, 


' _.. The tenants they extirpate or opprefs ; 
And make rude havock in the fruitful foil, 


Which the right owners plough’d with careful toil. 
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The fame proportion does in kingdoms hold, 

A new prince breaks the fences of the old! 

And will o’er carcaffes and deferts reign, 

Unlefs the Jand its rightful lord regain. 

He gripes the faithle/s owners of the place, | 
And buys a foreign army to deface 
The fear’d and hated remnant of their race. 

He ftarves their forces, and obftrudts their trade ; 

Vaft fums are given, yet no native paid. 

The church itfelf he labours to affail, 

And keeps fit tools to break the facred pale. 


Of thofe let him * the guilty roll commence, 
Who has betray’d a mafter and a prince ; 
A man, feditious, lewd, and impudent ; 
An engine always mifchievoufly bent ; 
One who from all the bands of duty fwerves ; 
No tye can hold but that which he deferves ; 
An author dwindled to a pamphleteer ; 
Skilful to ferge, and always infincere ; 
Carelefs exploded practices to mend ; 
Bold to attack, yet feeble to defend. 
Fate’s blindfold reign the atheift loudly owns, 
And Providence blaiphemoufly dethrones. 
In vain the leering actor ftrains his tongue 
To cheat, with tears and empty noile, the throng, 
Since all men know, whate’er he {ays or writes, 
Revenge or ftronger intereft indites, 
And that the wretch employs his venal wit 
How to canfute what formerly he writ. 


Next him the grave Socinian claims a place, 
Endow’d with reafon, tho’ bereft of grace; 


—- 
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* Bifhop Burnet. 
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A preaching pagan of furpaffing fame ; 

No regifter records his borrow’d name. 

Oh, had the child more happily been bred, 
A radiant mitre would have grac’d his head : 
But now unfit, the moft he fhould expect, 
Is to be enter’d of T- F—’s fee. 








To him fucceeds, with looks demurely fad, 
A * gloomy foul, with revelation mad ; | 
Falfe to his friend, and carelefs of his word ; 
A dreaming prophet, and a griping lord ; 
He fells the livings which he can’t poflefs, 
And farms that fine-cure his diocefe. 
Unthinking man! to quit thy barren fee, 
And vain endeavours in chronology, 
For the more fruitle(s care of royal charity. 
‘Thy hoary noddle warns thee to return, 
The treafon of old age in Wales to mourn ; 
Nor think the city-poor will lofs fuftain, 
‘Thy place may well be vacant in this reign. 


I fhould admit the booted prelate + now 
But he ts even for lampoon too low: 
‘The {cum and outcaft of a royal race ; 
‘The nation’s grievance, and the gown’s difgrace. 
None fo unlearn’d did e’er at L—nd—n fit ; 
‘This driveler does the facred chair befh—t. 
I nced not brand the {piritual parricide, 
Nor draw the weapon dangling by his fide : 
Th’ aftonifh’d world remembers that offence, 
And knows he ftole the daughter of his prince. 
’Tis time enough, in fome fucceeding age, 
‘To bring this mitred captain on the ftage. 


Thefe 





* Floyd, Bilhop of Worcefler. + Compton, Bifhop of Londow. 
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Thefe are the leaders in apoftacy, 
The wild reformers of the liturgy, 
And the blind guides of poor elective majefty ; 

A thing which commonwealth’s men did devife, 

Till plots were ripe, to catch the people’s eyes. 


Their k—ng’s a monfter, in a quagmire born, 
Of all the native brutes the grief and {corn ; 
With a big fnout, caft in a crooked mould, 
Which runs with glanders and an inborn cold. 
His fubftance is of clammy {not and phlegm ; 
Sleep is his eflence, and his life a dream. 
To Capree this Tiberius does retire, 
To quench with catamite his feeble fire. 
Dear catamite ! who rules alone the ftate, 
While monarch dozes on his unpropt height, { 
Silent, yet thoughtlefs, and fecure of fate. 
Could you but fee the fulfome hero led 
By loathing vaffals to his noble bed ! 
In flannen robes the coughing ghoft does walk, 
And his mouth moates like cleaner breech of hawk. 
Corruption, fpringing from his canker’d breaft, 
Furs up the channel, and difturbs his reft. 
With head propt up the bolfter’d engine lies ; 
If pillow flip aide, the monarch dies. 








An ELE GY. 
Ce 


('CARCE yet a boy I feit love’s tickling dart, | 
And all my youth with fecret wounds was fore: _ 
Fair, black, brown beauties {way’d my captive heart, 
Some flill alive, and fome alas | no more. 


I. 
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I. 


Bleft be the fhades of thofe I lov’d fo well, 
And bleft be they who yet in life remain : 

With tears I thank you, wherefoe’er you dwell, 
I thank you for fwect joys and charming pain. 








Ill, 


At laft (that oucht fo fweet fhould ever fade !} 
The beft of paffions left my forlorn breaft, 

Tir’d with the various frolicks youth had plaid 
And with unpleafing vulgar cares opprefs’d. 


IV. 


But would I ne’er had felt that dull fufpenfe { 
Or that its dead’ning power pofleft me ftill ! 

For a new fever rages in my veins, ! 
Again my nerves with tender tumults thrill, 








V. 


From a flight wound, fcarce felt, and foon forgot, 
Th’ unfailing poifon ftole into my frame ; 

Long unperceiv’d the fly deftroyer wrought, 
That now devours me with refiftlefs flame. — 


Vi. 





The fatal fhaft a guiltlefs foe let fly, 

Who knows not with what fecret fires I wafte: 
For on a morn of fmiling Way, as I, 

With gallant Florio, the gay cirle trac’d, 


Vil. 





*T was faid that from the faireft in that grove, 
A queftion came which fomething might imply. —— 
Laugh not ye little wanton powers of love, 


If of a doubtful hint I fondly die. 
Vi. 
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VIII. 


Alas !. (but poets ever will be vain) 
What flattering meaning could that queftion bear ? 
When youth is fled with all its blooming train 
What hope remains to {mite the tend’ reft fair ? 


IX. 


’Tis like fhe meant, who that fad figure was, 
So faint with climbing fate’s fteep flippery hill ; 
And thro’ unlucky lineaments could trace 

A wretch devoted to misfortune ftill. 


xX. 


Perhaps fhe faw me mark’d with tender woes, 
Fit to be tortur’d o’er and o’er again. 

Forgive, if ought unjuftly I fuppofe, 
But beauty oft delights in lover’s pain. 


XI. 


But if from nature’s caprice, and the law 
That bids us all be mad, fhe meant me grace ; 
Oh, if fhe was the pleafing third 1 faw, 

Curfe on the day 1 mifs’d fo fweet a chace! 


XII. 


Go plaintive lines, find this enchantrefs out, 
Caufe of my grief, my torture, and defpair : 

Conjure her to refolve this painful doubt, 
And end, however cruelly, this care. 


XIII. 


Tell her with what a life-confuming {mart 
I pant to fee her charms once more appear ; 

How I could give her all a tender heart, 
And leave the world to live and die with her. 


XIV. 
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XIV. 


Alas ! flie hears not. Death alone can bid 
This reftlefs breaft forget its teizing woe. 

The fweet occafion, if ’twas one, is fled; 
And if fhe meant ought kind, fhe fcorns me now. 





— — 


To the Eprror. of the St. JAMES’s MAGAZINE. 


A IN Aurora Borealis has lately appeared about the 
recions of Parnaffus, to the great furprize of the 
inhabitants in thofe parts. It has long lain hid under 
Caledonian (now, till called forth into light by the gracious 
jniilucnce of this age, fo propitious to every thing that 
can boatft its original on the other fide the Tweed. The 
creat encouragement that this northern meteor has met 
with, cath induced cne of my countrymen to undertake 
a tranflation of our Briti/> Homer, Taltefin, who, 1 
am mail to think, will, in an Exglifs drefs, appear a 
more than rival to the fo celebrated Offian. To pro- 
moie the fubfcription, which will fhortly be opened for 
the above work, | have tranilated a little poem from the 
famous Lomarch ; which may ferve as a {pecimen of the 
elegance and fimplicity of the genuine Briti/> mule. 
Lomarch flourifhed in the fixth century, and wrote a 
much admired poem on the various kinds of hunting. 
The inclofed is a kind of epifode interwoven in the 
poem: where his miftrefs laments his abfence in the 
chafe, under the feigned name of Cadwal: it is a 
name, which I find Lomarch has in feveral places 
appropriated to himfelf, juft as your Spen/er has that of 
Colin-Clout. In the original, which will be left with 
Mr. Filexney for the fatisfaction of the curious, the reader 
will 
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will find that this guttural language, 1s, by a kind of 
poetical magic, melted down into the liquid flow and 
foftnefs of Jtalian numbers: which fhews the amazing 
compafs and variety of a language, naturally fo harfh 
as the /Vel/b, and at the fame time capable of fo much 
fweetnefs and harmony. As to the tranflation, I will 
only obferve, that it is as literal as I could poffibly 
make it; preferving, at the fame time, as | have en- 


deavoured to do, fomewhat of the rythmus and cadence 
of the original, 


Light-ftreaming orb of the day, 

Where is the youth of my love? 

Where does thy bright bold eye 

Behold the deer-footed Cadwal ? 

Climbs he the brow of Plenlwellin ?—— 

Light fit thy ftreams onvhis fhort-breathing breaft : 
Or laves he his {nowy limbs in the ftream? 
Warm his cold clear haunts in the liquid Eadeor. . 








Reclin’d beneath the wide-fpreading arms of an afh, 
The eye of my mind fees the youth of the graceful locks; 
Three dogs of the chace couch around him, 

His feather’d reeds lie by his fide: 
Bear me, ye light-wing’d gales, 
Bear my fong, to fweeten the repofe 
Of my lovely toil-worn Cadwal. 
Soft at eve falls the drizzly dew, 
Refrefhing the fyn-parched plain ; 
So foft let the cooling gales defcend, 
And refrefh the toil-worn Cadwal. 


But why fo long fleeps the light of my foul 7——— 
Why is the youth fo long in coming? 
From the high-crefted hill roves my eye, 
But no eye fees the frifking dogs bound before him : 
J feem to fee him in his lovelinefs afar ; 


Vaz. I, Dd But 
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But it is fancy fports, and th’ illufion fades, 
Like a pleafing dream of the night. 


Spirits of love, that people the air, 
Thet ride on the white-rcined winds, 
Wake, gently wake him; and fpeed the youth 
To the longing arms of his love. 
Spirits of love, guard his flumbers 
From the welf with the glaring eye ; 
Tend him, ve faithful dogs of the chace, 
Nimble-footed Llwyn, and ‘Traeth with the wakeful eve; 
So fhall ye eat of the kid, 
Fed by the hands that ftroaks you, 
‘The hand of the maid of the trembling heart. 
Perifh the polifh’d bow, 
Perifh the dogs of the chace, 
Perifh whate’er retards 
The fteps of regardlefs Cadwal ! 


Did he not fay in his love, 
Ere the fhadows begin to lengthen, 
His yellow locks flowing loofe on his neck, 
Like the fkirt of a fun-tinged cloud, 
With a deer of the high-branching head, 
Will Cadwal return in his ipeed? 


Beneath the treacherous embers 
The live-fire fleeps conceal’d, 
But the heediefs foot that ruffles its ref 
Wounds with red tooth vengeful and fharp : 
So lurks beneath the tufted grafs 
The tooth of the fharp-bitten fnake; 
Spare, beauteous fnake, oh fpare the youth of my love! 
His arrow flies not againft 
The painting of thy veft: 
And thou too, direful thorn, 
With pointed fpikes bef&t, 


Like 
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Like the {pears in my Cadwai’s hall, ' 

Spare the youth with the graceful locks : 

Spare, hoftile briar, oh fpare his legs of fnow ! 

How many dangers threat the youth of the polith’d bow ! 
Perifh the polifh’d bow, 

Perith the dogs of the chace, 

Perifh what’ er retards 

The fteps of loitering Cadwal ! 





To his W I F E, 


New-Year’s-Day, 1762, 


AIL tothe new-born year !—Whhat boon from 
heaven ; 
What fhall I afk, fo much already given? 
Rich to content, 1 feek no added ftore 
Nor form one wifh, fo truly bleft, for more. 
So bleft my hope, my only hope is this, 
Not to increafe, but to preferve my blifs. 
O! may the coming months be like the paft, 
May this year flow, as fweetly flow’d the laft. 
And fure it muft —— while clear the fprings remainy 
The ifluing waters glide without a ftain. 
And dear to think, my AZargaret’s fteady flame, 
Chears like the fun, another, yet the fame. 
‘The fame her lovely form, and pleafing air, 
Her mind the fame, and every virtue there. 
‘Tho’ young, fage prudence decks her decent youth 
With friendfhip’s wreath, and with the robe of truth. 


Dd 2 Refin’d 
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Refin’d her fenfe, her reafon form’d mature, 
And {weeteft temper, charm each fleeting hour. 
In her at once their varying virtues blend, 


The {prightly miftrefs, and the ferious friend. 


Thus amply blefs’d, I praife the powers divine, 
Secure of blifs, while lovely Aargaret’s mine. 
This dawning year attefts my grateful ftrain, 
When the next comes, I’ll hail it thus again. 





S O N G. 


HOUGH winter its defolate train 
Of froft and of tempeft may bring, 
“Yet Flora fteps forward again, 
And nature rejoices in {pring. 


Though the fun in his glories decreaft; 
Of his beams in the evening is fhorn, 

Yet he rifes with joy from the eaft, 
And repairs them again in the morn. 


But what can youth’s funfhine recall, 
Or the blofloms of beauty reftore ? 


When its leaves are beginning to fall, 
It dies, and is heard of no more. 


The fpring-time of love then employ, iY 


"Tis a leflon that’s eafy to learn, 
For Cupid’s a vagrant, a boy, 
And his feafons will never return. 


The 
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The two RUBRIC POSTS. 


A DIALOG WU E, 


N Ruffel-Street, enfued of late, 

Between two pofts a ftrange debate. 

Two pofts aye pofts for pofts can fpeak, 
In Latin, Hebrew, French or Greek. 

One Rubric thus addrefs’d the other : 

A noble fituation, brother, 

‘© With authors lac’d from top to toe, 

‘¢ Methinks we cut a taring fhow, 

‘6 The Dialogues of famous dead, 

«© You know how much they’re bought and read, 
<< Suppofe again we raife their ghofts, 

‘¢ And make them chat through us two pofts ; 

«© A thing’s half finifh’d well begun, 

«© So take the authors as they run. 

“¢ The lift of names is mighty fine, 

You look down this, and I that line, 

<¢ Flere’s Pope and Swift, and STEELE and Gay, ' 
“«; And ConGREVE, in the modern way. 

<¢ Whilft you have thofe, I cannot fpeak, 

<¢ But found moft won derful in Grees. 

es A Dialogue I fhould adore it, 

With fuch a fhow of names before it.” 
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«¢ Modern, your judgment wanders wide,” 
The antient Rubric ftrait reply’d. 
<¢ It grieves me much, indeed, to find 
cc We never can be of a mind, 
«¢ Before one door, and in one ftreet, 
‘* Neither ourfelves nor thoughts can meet, 
<c And we, as brother oft with brother, 
«¢ Ore at a diftance from each other. 


Suppofe 
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Suppofe among the /etter’d dead, 

Some author fhould erect his head, 

And ftarting from his Rubric, pop 
Dire&tly into Davies’ fhop, 

Turno’er the leaves, and look about 

To find his own opinions out ; 

D’ye think one author out of ten 

Would know his fentiments agen ? 
Thinking your authors differ lefs in 
Than in their manner of expreffing. 
Tis ftile which makes the writer known, 
The mark he fets upon his own. 

Let ConGREVE {peak as CONGREVE writ, 
And keep the ba!l up of his wit ; 

Let SwiFT be SwIFT, nor e’er demean 
The fenfe and humour of the DEAN. 
E’en let the antients reft in peace, 

Nor bring good folks from Rome or Greece 
To give a caufe for paft tranfactions, 
They never dreamt of in their actions. 

1 can’t help quibbling, brother poft, 

T were better we fhould /ay the ghoft, 
But ’twere a tafk of real merit 

Could we contrive to raife their Spzrit. 


‘¢ Peace, brother, peace, tho’ what you fay; 
I own has reafon in its way, 

On Dialogues to bear fo hard, 

Is playing with a dangerous card ; 

Writers of rank are facred things, 

And crufh like arbitrary kings. 

Perhaps your fentiment is right, 

Heav’n grant we may not fuffer by’t. 
For fhould friend DAvIEs overhear, 

He’ll publifh our’s another year. 
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A BALL A D. 


ARK, hark, ’tis a voice from the tomb, 
Come, Lucy, it cries, come away, 

The grave of thy Collin has room 

To reft thee befide his cold clay. 
I come, my dear fhepherd, I come, 

Ye friends and companions adieu, 
} hafte to my Colin’s dark home, 

To die on his bofom fo true. 


All mournful the midnight bell rung, . 
When Lucy, fad Lucy, arofe; 
And forth to the green turf fhe fprung, 
Where Colin’s pale afhes repofe. 
All wet with the night’s chilling dew, 
Her bofom embrac’d the cold ground, 
While ftormy winds over her blew, 
And night-ravens croak’d all around. 


How long, my lov’d Collin, fhe cry’d, 
How long muft thy Lucy complain f 
How long fhall the grave my love hide? 
How long ere Jt join us again? 
Yor thee thy fond fhepherdefs liv’d, 
With thee o’er the world would fhe Ay ; 
For thee has fhe forrow’d aud griev’d ; 
For thee wou’d fhe lie down and die. 


Alas! what avails it how dear 

Thy Lucy was once to her fwain ! 
Her face like the lilly fo fair, 

And eyes that gave light to the plain. 
The fhepherd that lov’d her is gone ; 

‘That face and thofe eyes charm no more; 
And Lucy forgot, and alone, 


Jo death fhall her Collin deplore. 
bo | While 
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While thus fhe lay funk in defpair, 

And mourn’d to the echoes around, 
Inflam’d all at once grew the air, 

And thunder fhook dreadful the ground, 
I hear the kind call, and obey, 

Oh, Collin receive me, fhe cried, 
Then breathing a groan o’er his clay, 


She hung on his tomb-ftone and died. 





L O V KE. 


H E bargaining, with heaps of gold, 
To purchafe hearts that can’t be fold; 
Vifits, where truth has little fhare, 
In formal courthhip to the fair ; 
Letters of flames, of darts, and fighs, 
Of bleeding hearts and killing eyes, 
With oaths by all the Gods above, 43 


And compliments Ye are not leve. 


71% 





But for the charming maid to burn, 
Where love can hardly hope return ; 
To tell, with blufh and awkward fhame, 
The paffion which we cannot name; 
To flutter with ftrange awe before 
The nymph with ardour we adore; 
This, This is love ; where love is true, 
And this the love I feel for you. 


On 
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On the Paper Shadows round a L AD Y’s Room. 


F on this wainfcoat, lovely maid, 
You read thefe accents of my fhade, 
Which to th’ original is true, 
And with fweet pleafure looks on you ; 
Deem it not ftrange this fhade fhou’d reach . 
The great prerogative of {peech ; 
What I am form’d of, oft has told 
What tongues have faulter’d to unfold. 


No wonder thefe dark forms prefume 
To haunt my lovely fair one’s room. 
They’re but the trophies of her reign, 
And fhades of lovers fhe has flain. 





S O N G, 


HO’ his paffion in filence the youth would conceal, 
What his tongue will not utter, his eyes ftill reveal ; 
And by foft ftol’n glances unwillingly prove, 
That they are the tell-tales of Celadon’s love. 


To the grove, to the ‘green, to the dance, to the fair, 
Wherever I go, my blith fhepherd is there. 
I know the fond youth by his blufh, by his fmile ; 


And furely fueh looks were not made to beguile. 
Vou. I, Ee Though 
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Though indifferent the fubject, whatever it prove, 
He infenfibly turns the difcourfe upon love. 
If he talks to another, with pleafure I fee, 
Though his words are to Her, yet his looks are on Me, 


Sometimes [ command him his fpeech to reftrain, 
But alas my refolves! I command it in vain ; 
For when the dear theme he’ll no lenger periue, 
I forget my commands, and refume it anew. 


When he talks, if alone, I am ever in fear 
He fhould fpeak what I dread, and yet wifh moft to hear, 
Should he mention his love, tho’ my pride wou'd deny, 
My heart whifptrs, Cela, fond Celia, comply. 


B, 





A 8b S&S B N C &. 


An E LEG Y. 
O° R brighten’d fields fee azure Ether fheds 


Refulgent beams of all enliv’ning light ; 
The rofy-footed Spring now blithfome treads 
Her flow’r-befprinkl’d way ; groves, hills, and meads,' 
Where’er the eye gay roving fancy leads, 
Swell with frefh verdure on the raptur’d fight. 


See where, with full-arm’d laughing plenty crown’d, 
The filver-{tream again begins to ftray 
Through wonted paths of velvet-turfy ground, 
Where late the North, keen whiftling all around, 
‘The limpid rill in icy fetters bound, 
And furlily forbad its bubbling way. 
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Fain would the mufe, whom blitheft numbers charm, 
Like this bleft time to pleafure wake the foul ; 
Fain would fhe ev’ry foe to peace difarm, 
Fain chafe each prefent thought that can alarm, 
Each mournful prefage of impending harm, 
With all that can heart-eafing mirth controul. 





The tafk how pleafing ! but the wounded hearts 
Wounded by abfence from the nymph ador’d, 

Will be indulg’d to mourn the poignant fmart, 

Will force the mufe her labour to impart, 

In all the foothing of poetic art, 
To try what eafe complaining can afford. 


Complaint alone is left, where’er I ftray, 

If through our wonted well-till’d fields I rove, 
Or to the upland lawn | take my way, 
Where oft with her I’ve heartfome pafs’d the day. 
In vain does nature all her charms difplay, 

Each view encreafes but my grief and love. 


Thy once lov’d fhades, O Woodcote *, mutt encreafe 
Each keen remembrance of fond pleafures paft; 

From the tall beech no weather can efface 

Her much lov’d name, which there | {trove to trace, 

Which (like my love) no time can e’er erafe, 


But yearly growing, will for ever lait. 


Smiling fhe view’d (that fmiles fo {weet fhould wound!) 
Nor check’d the hand which mark’d the yielding rind, 

Full well fhe knew, as fince I oft have found, 

Each time I lonely trod this confcious ground, 

‘Phat name would ev’ry wav’ring thought confound 5 
Endearing fymptom of her yielding mind ! 





* The feat of lord Baltimore. 
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Oh ceafe my mufe! nor dare to trace from hence, 
The blifsful periods of that fign’s encreafe, 
How keen the thought! how painful is the fenfe 
Of blifs! now dwindl’d into dire fufpence, 
When ev'ry fond remembrance can difpenfe, 
But heart-felt grief, or fear, which knows no eafe. 


Far from the bufy town, and noify court, 
Wherever fancy guides her wandring feet ; 

If fhe in § ’s fhades feeks rural fport, 

Or gaily treads Southampton’s crouced port, 

May fmiling peace there fix her blefs’d refort, 
And make my Ste/a’s breaft her fav’rite feat. 





c-% 





On the Fall of a CHINA QUART. 


Amphora non meruit tam pretiofa mori. Marr. 


J, 


HEN e’er the cruel hand of death 
Untimely ftops a favourite’s breath, 
The Mufes plaintive numbers tell, 
How lov’d he liv’d, how mourn’d he fell ; 
Catullus wail'd a fparrow’s fate, 
And Gray immortaliz’d his cat ; 
‘Thrice tuneful bard! cou’d I but chime fo clever, 
My quart, my honeft quart, fhou’d live for ever. 


II, 


How weak is all a mortal]’s pow’r 
T’avert the death-devoted hour ! 


Nor 




















For NOVEMBER, 1762. 213 


Nor can a fhape or beauty fave 

From the fure conqueft of the grave ; 

In vain the Butler’s choiceft care, 

The mafter’s wifh, the parfon’s pray’r ; 

For when life’s lengthen’d to its longeft fpan, 
China itfelf muft fall, as well as man. 


MIF, 


Can 1 forget how oft my quart, 

Has cool’d my cares and warm’d my heart; 
When barley lent his balmy aid, 

And all his liquid charms difplay’d ; 

While orange, and the nut-brown toaft, 

Swam mantling round the [picy coaft ; 

The fparkling deep I view’d with pleafing eyes, 
Nor envy’d ‘ove the nectar of the fkies. 


IV. 


The fide-board, on that fatal day, 

When you in glittering ruin lay, 

Griev’d for thy fall in guggling tone, 
Decanters poured out their moan ; 

A dimnefs hung on ev’ry glafs, 

‘Fohn wonder’d what the matter was ; 
Corks felf-extra€ted freed the frantic beer, 
And fympathizing tankards dropt a tear. 


V. 





Where are the flow’ry wreaths, that bound, 
In rofy rings, thy temples :ound ? 
‘The azure ftars, whofe {miling rays 
Promis’d a happier length of days? 
‘The trees that on thy borders grew, 
And bloffom’d with eternal blue ? 
‘Trees, ftars, and flowers lie fcatter’d on the floor, 
And all thy brittle beauties are no moge. 
VI, 
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Vi. 


Hadft thou been form’d of coarfer earth, 

Had Nottingham but given thee birth, 

Or had thy varicgated fide, 

Of Stafford’s fable hue been dy’d, 

Thy ftately fabric had been found, 

Tho’ tables tumbled on the ground. 

But choiceft mould the fooneft will decay. 
Hear this, ye fair! for you yourfelves are clay. 








The POETRY PROFESSORS. 


LD Encranp has not loft her pray’r, 

And GeorcE (thank heav’n !) has got an heir. 
A royal babe, a Prince of WALEs. 
Poets! 1 pity all your nails 
What reams of paper will be fpoil’d ! 
What gradufes be daily foil’d 
By inky fingers, greafy thumbs, 
Hunting the word that never comes ! 








Now Academics pump their wits, 
Aud lafh in vain their lazy tits 5 
In vain they whip, and flafh, and fpur, 
The callous jades will never ftir ; 
Nor can they reach Parna/fus’ hill, 
Try every method which they will. 
Nay, fhould the tits get on for once, 
Fach rider is fo grave a dunce, 
That, as I’ve heard good judges fay, 
"Tis ten to one they’d lofe their way ; 
Tho’ not one wit beftrides the back 
Of ufeful drudge, ycleped hack, 
But fine bred things of mettled blood, 
Pick’d from Apollo’s royal flud. 

Greet, 
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Greek, Roman, nay Arabian fteeds, 
Or thofe our mother country breeds ; 
Some ride ye zz, and ride ye out, 

And to come hame go round about, 
Nor on the green {werd, nor the road, 
And that I think they ca// an Ope. 
Some take the pleafant country air, 

And {mack their whips and drive a pair, 
Each horfe with bells which clink and chime, 
And fo they march and that is rhime. 
Some copy with prodigious {kill 

The figures of a buttery-dill, 
Which, with great folks of erudition, 
Shall pafs for Coptic or Phaenician, 
While fome, as patriot love prevails, 
To compliment a prince of Wales, 
Salute the royal babe in Vel, 


And fend forth gutturals like a belch. 





What pretty things imagination 
Will fritter out in adulation ! 
The Pagan Gods fhall vifit earth, 
To triumph in a Chriftian’s birth. 
While claffic poets, pure and chafte, 
Of trim and academic TASTE, 
Shall lug them in by head and fhoulders, 
To be or fpeakers, or bebalders. 
Mars fhall prefent him with a Jance, 
To humble Spain and conquer France ; 
The Graces, buxom, blith, and gay, 
Shall at his cradle dance the Hay ; 
And Venus, with her train of Loves, 
Shall bring a thoufand pair of doves 
To bill, to coo, to whine, to fqueak, 
Through all the dialects of Greek. 
How many /wains of claffic breed, 
Shall deftly tune their oaten reed, 


And 
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And bring their Dorte nymphs to town, 
To fing their meafures wp and down, 

In notes alternate clear and {weet, 

Like Ballad-fingevs in a ftreet. 

While thofe who grafp at reputation, 
From imitating imitation, 

Shall hunt each cranny, nook, and creek, 
For precious fragments in the Greed, 

And rob the fortal, and the wa/le, 

For fenfe, and fentiment, and tafte. 


What Latin hodge-padge, Grecian haf, 
With Hebrew roots, and Engtith traf, 
Shall academic cooks produce 
For preient fhow and future ufe! 
FeLtows ! who've foak’d away their knowledge, 
In fleepy refidence at college, 

Whofe lives are like a ftagnant pool, 
Muddy and placid, dull and cool; ~ 
Mere drinking, eating; eating, drinking; 
With no impertinence of thinking ; 
Who lack no farther erudition, 
‘Than juft to /e¢ an impofition 

‘To cramp, demolifh, and difpirit, 
Each true begotten child of merit ; 
Centors, who, in the day’s broad light, 
Punifh the vice they act at night ; 
Whofe charity with /e/f begins, 

Nor covers others venia! fins ; 

But that their feet mzy fafely tread, 
Take up hypocrify initead, 

As knowing that muft always hide 

A multitude of fins befide ; 

Whofe rufty wit is at a ftand 
Without a fre/bman at their hand 
{Whofe fervice mutt of courfe create 
The juft return of fev’n-fold hate) . 
Lord! that fuch geod and ufeful men 
Should ever turn to books agen, 


YEr 
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YET matter muft be gravely plann’d, 
And fyllables on fingers fcann’d, 
And racking pangs rend lab’ring head, 
Till lady Mufe is brought to-bed : 
What’ bunting, changing, toiling, {weating, 
To bring the ufeful epithet in! 
Where the crampt meafure kindly fhows 
It will be verfe, but /hould be profe. 
So, when its neither light nor dark, 
To ’prentice fpruce, or lawyer’s clerk, 
The nymph, who takes her nightly ftand 
At fome fly corner in the Strand, 
Plump in the cheft, tight in the boddice, 
Seems to the eye a perfect goddeis ; 
But canvafs’d more minutely o’er, 
‘Turns out an old, ftale, batter’d whore. 


Yet muft thefe fons of GOWNED EASE, 
Proud of the plumage of Degrees, 
Forfake their APATHY a while, 

To figure in the Reman ftile, 
And offer incenfe at the fhrine 
Of Latin Poetry Divine. 


Upon a throne the goddefs fits, 
Surrounded by her du/ky wits ; 
Fapricius, Cooper, CALEPINE, 
AINSWORTHIUS, FABER, CONSTANTINE; 
And he, who like Dopowa fpoke, 
De Sacra Quercu, HOLyoakeE ; 
Thefe are her counfellors of ftate, 
Men of much words, and wits of zeigt: 
Here Grapus, full of phrafes clever, 
Lord of her treafury for ever, 
With liberal hand his bounty deals ; 
Srp CenTo KEEPER of the Seals. 
Vou. I. F f N 
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Next to the perfon of the queen, 
Old madam Prosopy is feen ; 
Talking inceffant, altho’ dumb, 
Upon her fingers to her thumb. 


And all around are portraits hung 
Of heroes in the Latin Tongue ; 
Stalian, Englifh, German, French, 
Who moft laborioufly entrench 
In deep parade of language dead, 
What would not in their ewz be read, 
Without impeachment of that Taste, 
Which Latin Ipiom turns to cha/le. 
SANTOLIUS here, whofe flippant joke, 
Sought refuge in a Roman cloak : 
With dull Commirivs at his fide, 

In all the pomp of jefuit pride. 
MENAGE, the pedant figur’d there, 
A trifler with a folemn air : 

And there in loofe, unfeemly view, 
The gracelefs, eafy LOVELING too. 


Tis here grave poets urge their claim, 
For fome thin blaft of tiny fame ; 
Here bind their temples drunk with praife, 
With half a fprig of wether’d bays. 


O poet, if that honour’d name 
Befits fuch fuch idle childifh atm ; 
if Virco afk thy facred care, 
{if Horace charm thee, oh forbear 
"Yo {poil with facrilegious hand, 
‘The glories of the cLassic land: 
Nor fow thy dow/as on the SATTIN, 
Of their pure uncorrupted Latin. 
Better be native in thy verfe, 
What is FINGAL but genuine Er/e ? 





Which 
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Which all fublime fonorous flows, 
Like Hervey’s thoughts in drunken profe. 


Hail, SCOTLAND, hail, to thee belong 
All pow’rs, but moft the pow’rs of fong ; 
Whether the rude unpolifh’d Ere 
Stalk in the buckram Profe or Vere, 

Or bonny Ramsay pleafe thee m0’, 

Who fang fae {weetly aw his woe, 

If ought (and fay who knows fo well) 

The fecond-fighted Mufe can tell, 

Thy happy Lairps fhall laugh and fing, 
When ENGLAND’s GENIUus droops his wing. 
So fhall thy foil new dealth difclofe, 

So thy own THIsTLE choak the Rose. 


But what comes here? Methinks I fee 
A walking univerfity. 
See how they prefs to crofs the TWEED, 
And ftrain their limbs with eager fpeed ! 
While SCOTLAND, from her fertile fhore, 
Cries, On my fons, return no more. 


Hither they hafte with willing mind, 
Nor caft one longing look behind ; 
On ten-toe carriage to falute, 


‘The k——g, and q 








n, and Ear or Bure. 


No more the gallant Northern fons 
Spout forth their ftrings of Latin puns 5 
Nor cour/e all languages to frame, 

The quibble fuited to their name: 

As when their anceftors be-vers’d, 

That glorious STUART, JAMES the FIRST. 
But with that elocution’s GRACE, 

‘That oratorial flafhy Lace, 

Which the fam’d /ri/> Tommy Purr, 
Would fow on fentimental fuff ; 


F f 2 Twang 
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Twang with a {weet pronunciation, 

The flow’rs of bold imagination. 

MACcPHERSON leads the flaming van, 

Larrp of the zew Fingalian clan; 

While Jacky Home brings up the rear, 

With new-got penfon, neat and clear 

ogg hundred /xeli/p pounds a year. 





Vhile fifter PEG, our ancient Friend 
. nds Mac’s and DonLp’s without ie ; 
‘Yo GeorGE awhile they tune their lays, 
‘Then all their choral voices raife, 
‘ko heap their panegyric wit on 
‘Th’ illuftrious chief, and our NoRTH BRITON, 


Hail to the THANE, whofe patriot fkill 
Can break all nations to his will ; 
Matter of fciences and arts, 

M &cENAS to all men of parts ; 

Whole foft’ring hand, and ready wit, 

Shall find zs all in places fit ; 

So fhall thy friends no longer roam, 

But change to meet a fettled home. 

Hail mighty THANE, for SCOTLAND born, 
‘To All her almoit empty horn : 

Fail to thy antient glorious /Zem, 


Nor THEY fiom Kings, nuv Kincs FROM THEM. 





The D R E A M. 


Ti N favourites their parties make 
W To pla ri the royal game of goofe, 
Tho’ they fhould anfwer each miftake, 
Their mafter hardly ’feapes abufe ; 
And 
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And thofe who hold unworthy honour, 
Though grac’d themfelves, difgrac’d the donor. 


A mile or rather more from town, 
There liv’d a Squire of peerlefs rank ; 

Tir’d of my walk, 1 laid me down, 
And fell afleep upon a bank. 

It wou’da crime in fancy feem, 

If poets flept without a dream. 


A Lilly held the regal power, 
(Good-folks, I’ve had a precious dance, 
To find this fame imperial flower, 
You fee it in the arms of France) 
This Fleur-de-lys was brave and young, 
The darling theme of ev’ry tongue. 


When ( from I know not what affection) 

_ The Thifile grew in favour great, 

Had the king’s ear, and whole direction 
Of all the officers of ftate. 

Fired with the fame of his renown, 

Brier and bramble came to town, 


And at the court on public days, 

Twas difficult to get along, 
So doubly lin’d were all the ways, 

With this fame /erubby, prickly throng. 
FAMINE, you know, with hollow eye, 
Can’t bear that PLENTy fhou’d be by. 


And our new minifter of ftate, 
Refolv’d to triumph o’er his foes : 
The Thorn and he were wond’rous great, 
But he cou’d not abide the Ro/e. 
Pleas’d with the new-got toy of pow’, 
He turn’d out this, and t’other flower. 


Banifh’d 
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Banifh’d the Laurel with difgrace, 

And what made many people fport, 
To fill the Laurels vacant place, 

Came broad-leaf’d coufin Dock to court. 
BARDANA then with faunt’ring pace 
Came fimp’ring up to thank his GRACE, 


When a damn’d fly upon my nofe, 
Which furely ow’d me no good-will, 
W ak’d me at once, and as I rofe, 
Whom fhou’d I fee but Doctor HItt, 


From the NornTH-BRITON. 





An O D E. 


Addreffed to the rebellious HIGHLANDERS, 
Written in the Year1745. By aScoTCcHMAN, 
i 


H A T demon breath’d this fury forth ? 
Whence this new madnefs in the North ? 
What does the rafh infatuate race purfue? 
No fooner Scotia rears her ftate, 
‘Than you, her fons, confpire her fate, 
And the flow labours of an age undo. 


if. 


Better fome bark, with fatal ftore 

Of peftilence, had touch’d your fhore, 
Or lightning fwept you from the blafted earth. 

Oh! that an earthquake in the deep 

Had whelm’d your mountains wafte and fteep, 
When firft they teem’d with fuch a monftrous birth ! 


Il. 


In vain has nature kindly rent 


Her Albicn from the continent, 
And 
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And pour’d the ocean round her happy feat ; 
If you, the cancer of our ifle, | 
In civil ftrife the land embroil, 

And plume vain Gau/ with Albion’s felf-defeat. 

IV. 
Tis but by arts of civil feud 
That France, by England twice fubdu’d, 

Could e’er revenge her ill-diflembl’d wounds : 
For big with death the navy roars, 

Dread of all feas, dread of all fhores, 


And her own thunders guard Britannia’s hallowed 
bounds. . 


We 
Could Gaul brave Vernon's watch beguile, 
And land her legions on this foil, 
To them ’twere landing on th’ infernal coaft ; 
While fearlefs Cumberland leads on 
The troops at TJournay too well known, 
More dreadful in retreat than many a conquering hoft. 
VI. 

But could your impious arms fucceed, 
What hope you from a tyrant breed ? 
What gratitude expect you from a throne? 

Back to the mountains whence you came! 
Your defarts will be {till the fame, 
Whatever lord thofe idle defarts own, 








Written in a LADY’s Praver-Book. 


S you to heav’n, I pray to you; 
And much I want to know, 
Why faith and zeal, and love fo true, 
Muft unrewarded go? 
But if your pray’rs have no effect, 
The caufe I plainly fee ; 
For how can you that grace expect 
Which you deny to me ? 
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To Mr. JOHN GILL, of Newport, Ise of Wicut, 
with an Effay on Public Spirit. 


Tout ce que nous na’vons pas, a notre naiffance &S dont 
nous avons befoin itant grands, nous eft donné par 
l’education. » ~Rosseau. Emilie. 
ILL, born in BriTatn’s faireft age to take 
The care of youth, and; difcipline them well ; 
Whofe talents fit thee, and whofe virtuous zeal 
Would all that’s fair improve, or great awake ; 


Receive this fimple page, that fain would fpread 
‘That gen’rous f{pirit, and that practice pure, 
Which public freedom, public blifs fuftain : 
For not the opulence of boundlefs trade, 
Nor frequent vid?’ries on the field or main, 
From BriTAin’s praife, or matchlefs frame fecure. 


And heed it well. Not all the praife 
Of claffic wit, or tuneful lays, 
Or manly argument’s perfuafive tongue, 
Weigh much in awful reafon’s fcale ; 
Will aught to happinefs avil, 
Unlefs this fpirit free, direct the heart and fong. 


Should the rich rofe a poifon’d breath exhale, 
What were the merit of her crimfon hue ? 

What beauty’s where its conqu’ring charms prevail, 
If certain ruin its embrace purfue ? 


Cherifh thefe truths ; and while thro’ life 

Friendfhip and peace, my friend, are thinc, 
Thy breaft fhall know no anxious ftrife 

On pomp’s proud eminence to fhine. 

And oft the future virtuous race, 

By arms who fhield, or arts who grace 
BRITANNIA’s realms, fhall fpeak thy well-earn’d praife ; 


And proudly boaft ’twas GiLL that form’d their early 
days. 








